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A tt befell upon one time, No, ſoft Lozd Screw that may not be, 
about Mid · lummer of the year, here is a bꝛoad lwoꝛd by iy ſide, 

Every min was fart of his crime, And if that thou tan t conquer me, 

fo: ſealing the good Low Biſhops Mare. the Aictoꝛy will ſoon be tryd. 
The good Lo2d Screw he ſadled a Poze, Ane'r was afraſdof a Trayfoz bold, 

and rid after this ſame ſcrime, although thy name be Hugh in the Grime, 
Befoze he did get over the Poſs, Ale make the repent thy ſpeeches foul, 

there was he aware vf Sir Hugh ofthe Grime. if day and life but give me time. 
Turn, D turn, thou falſe Traykoz, Then do thy woꝛſt good Loꝛd Screw, 

turn and yield thy ſelf unto me: and deal your blows as kaſt as you can: 
Thou haſt folen the Lozd Biſhops Mart, At will be try'd between me andeyou, 

and nam thou thinkeft away to fire, which ol us two ſhall be the beſt man. 
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fo: ſealing the good Low Biſhops Mare. the Aictoꝛy will ſoon be tryd. 
The good Lo2d Screw he ſadled a Poze, Ane'r was afraſdof a Trayfoz bold, 

and rid after this ſame ſcrime, although thy name be Hugh in the Grime, 
Befoze he did get over the Poſs, Ale make the repent thy ſpeeches foul, 

there was he aware vf Sir Hugh ofthe Grime. if day and life but give me time. 
Turn, D turn, thou falſe Traykoz, Then do thy woꝛſt good Loꝛd Screw, 

turn and yield thy ſelf unto me: and deal your blows as kaſt as you can: 
Thou haſt folen the Lozd Biſhops Mart, At will be try'd between me andeyou, 

and nam thou thinkeft away to fire, which ol us two ſhall be the beſt man. 


CCI 


* Pugs as they dealt their blows fo fre, 
and both ſo bloody at t hat time, 
Dver the Toſs ten Ycomen they ſee, 
come fo to take Sir Hugh inthe Grime, 


Sir Hugh ſet his back againſt a Tre, 
and then the men encompaſt him round, 
Dis mickle Swo2d from his hand did flee, 
t then they bꝛought ur Hugh to the ground. 


Sir Hugh of the Grime now taken is, 
and b2ought back to Garlard Town, 
The good Wives all in Garlard Town, 
fit Hugh in th: grime thou*t ne*c gang down 


KL YENMCOTIIE UU Wil drip pers aanve e 
falling low upon fer knee, 

Five hundzed meaſures of gold ile gibe, 
to grant Sir Hugh of the Grime to me, 


Peace, peece, my good Lady Ward, 
none of pour p2offers ſhall him bup, 

Foz if there be twelve Grimes all of a name, 
by my own honour they all ſhould dye. 


Sir Hughof the Grimes condemn'd to dye, 
and of his friends he had no lack, 
Fourteen foot he leapt in his ward, 
his hands bound faſt upon his back, 


The good Lozd BiHop is come ts the town, Then he lookt over his teft ſhoulder, 


and on the Bench is ſet ſo high, 
And everp man was taxt to his crime, 
at length he called fir Hugh in the Grime, 


Pere am I thou falſe Biſhop, 
thy humours all to fulfill, 
J do not think my fact fo great, 
but thou may*l put it into thy own will. 


he Queſt of Jury:men was call'd, 
the beſt that was in Garland Town, 
Eleven of them ſpoke all in a bzeaſt, 
Sir Hugh in the Grime thou'ſt ne'r gang 
(down, 


Then other Queſtry⸗men was call'd, 
the beſt that was in Rumary, 
Twelve ok them (poke all in a b:eaft, 
fir Hugh in the Grime thou”; now guflty. 


Then came down my good Loꝛd Boles, 
falling down upon his knee, 

Five hundzed picces of gold would J give, 
to grant Sir Hugh in the Grime to me. 


Peace, peace, my good Lozd Boles, 
and of your ſpeeches ſet them by, 
It there be ele ben Grimes all of a name, 


then by my own honour they all ſhould dye. 


to (re whom he could ce 02 ſpy, 
There was he aware of his Father dear, 
came tearing his hair moſt pittifully. 


Peace, peace, my Father dear, 
andof pour ſpeeches ſet them by, 
Though they have bereav*d me of mp life, 
they cannot bereave me of heaven ſo highs 


Pe lookt over his right ſhoulder, 
to ſet whom he could ſee 02 ſpy, 

There wag he aware of his Pother Dear, 
came fearing her hair moſt pittitully. 


Þ2ay have me remembꝛed to Peggy my wife, 
as the and 4 walkt over the Dooz, 
She was the cauſer of mp life, 
and with the old Biſhop ſhe plaid the whoze 


Pere lohnny Armſtrong take thou mp Swoy 
that is made of the mettle ſo fine: | 

And when thou tom'ſt to the Bozder ſide, 
remember the death of Sir Hugh of the 


(Grime. 
FINIS. 
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